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" Haven't got one.   S-s-sorry."

"Will you stand to attention when I'm talking to
you."

" N-no. I haven't got time. I'm in rather a hurry.
B-b-but perhaps when we part/' he said, drawing back
his mackintosh to reveal the chevrons of a full colonel,
"perhaps you'll salute me."

" The stammer, of course, was put on," said Stirling.
" He could be a little devil when he wanted to."

This story illustrates the prejudices which Lawrence
aroused.

Altounyan's daughter, Bridget, took me to see the
Aleppo market which is enclosed and partly under-
ground. We wandered along dark, narrow, vaulted
streets and peered into the little shops hollowed out of
tiny caves in the rock. One street is all shoe shops with
fantastic bunches of red shoes dangling precariously
from strings outside like toys on a Christmas tree.
Another street is all rope shops. One street, of fruit
and vegetables, is so narrow we must step aside to let
a donkey or mule pass by. Dark, thin people flutter
along the covered alleyways, their brown eyes glitter
with desire, and their left hands clutch, like claws, at
the folds of their robes. The burnotts is an inefficient
garment, for it is buttonless and must be held in position
by the hand. The close air reveals the trade of each
quarter to the blind man staggering forward painfully
with his scarred, white eyes raised to the ceiling. He
smells the sickly raw smell of uncured leather, the
pungence of the street of spices, the charcoal in the
sombre high vaulted courtyard where the silversmiths
, work, their dark, Armenian faces intent upon the cun-